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Michael 
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Michael and satchel have a good relationship, they seemed closer than any other of the other combinations of 
the four band members. 


Michael admires satchel and vise versa. 


Michael has a special admiration for satchel. 

Satchels chestnut brown hair that seemed to effortlessly fall around his face, spilling over the head band he 
always wore. His thick, sexy, eye liner. 

The ripped shirts that revealed his muscular arms and torso and the skin tight spandex always brought 
Michael's attention to satchels perky, girl-like ass. 


Michael Starr is not gay. But theres something- well, a lot of things - about satchel that definitely make him 


question his sexuality. 


Sitting in his room on the band bus, Michael thought of satchel. He remembered that night on stage when 
satchel comically dry humped him, it wasn't the first time that he's done it but, it got him semi hard as 
always. 

Michael would convince himself and the others that it was because of the female fans flashing them or the 
girls invited on stage that would often take advantage of the close proximity to the band members. 


At least, thats what he told himself. 


The truth is, Michael wants satchel. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
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"Hey, man" 

Michaels ears pricked up at the familiar voice, the voice he had come to love to the point that he excitedly 
grinned with his heart fluttering when he heard it. 

"what're you so happy about?" 

Satchel smirked at the blonde sat on the bed 

"what? nothin’, dude." 

Michael replied, toning down his bright smile 

"how's it going?" 

Asked the guitarist 

"Just pretty bored, i guess" 

The blond shrugged 

"What do you wanna do? How ‘bout a drinking game, huh?" 
Satchel suggested, a charming smirk spreading across his face 
Michael recalled the past times he'd played these drinking games. 
With girls. 


He'd never played this sort of game with a guy, not on their own anyway. 


Satchel inspected the blond sat on the bed. 

‘Michael has a cute smile. 

That's fucking gay. its true though: 

Even though Michael always seemed so self assured, there was definitely something behind that adorable 
smile, a little timid. 

‘He doesn't smile like that usually, its different, its sweet. Stop, its weird, michael is your friend: satchel 


internally argued. 


Dragging himself from his inner debate, Satchel got the drinks from the next room of the bus. Swiftly 
returning to michael with the bottle of alcohol and two shot glasses. Michael stayed in his place in the centre 
of his bed, awaiting satchel's reappearance so they could begin the game. 

"okay!" 

The darker haired man climbed onto the bed 

"never have i ever?" 

"sure, man" 


The singer agreed, staring up at the guitarist who was trying to get comfortable on the mattress. 


‘His eyes are beautiful. ' 
Satchels adoringly gazed the sweet, chocolate eyes watching him. 
But, he suppressed his thoughts of admiration for his friend. 


Satchel paused his movements on the bed momentarily to return the gaze at his close friend. 


The guitarist cleared his throat 

" ehh, so, you wanna go first?" 

He broke the silence 

"oh, yeah sure." 

Michael started 

"|| have never had sex with a girl under I7" 


The game began. 


Further into the night they began running out of things they had never done. 
Michael thought momentarily. 

He was drunk, he felt brave. 

| have.never had a crush on a guy." 


Michael tested, carefully analysing satchels body language at his statement. 


Satchels heart squeezed 

‘Never had a crush on a guy: 

He thought 

‘| don't care. But, he doesn't like me in that way..Why should i care? 


Michael watched the self conflicting brunette as his eyes darted back and forth. 


‘what are you doing? Drink or he'll think you're weird! No, what if its a test? What if he likes me? Thats fuckin 
stupid, Michael's not.he's not gay.. IM not gay: 

Satchel reached for the small shot glass and hesitantly drank the bitter liquid. 

Michael slowly frowned. 

"why'd you take so long, haha’ 

Michael faked a chuckle and attempted nonchalance 

"| didn't, i was, Im just tired, didn't hear the question” 

Satchel lied. 

Raising an eyebrow, Michael Waited for satchel to take his turn in the game. 

"But, have you ever liked a guy, michael?" 

Satchel stared at the empty shot glass in his hand. 

"what? Dude, i just said-" 

"but, have you?" 

Michael scanned satchel for a moment, his head was down, his dark hair hiding his face, hands nervously 
tapping the small glass in his hand. 

"Why are you asking?" 


Michael asked 

"Why are you avoiding the question?" 

Satchel retaliated 

The blond narrowed his eyes, satchel looked up now, watching michael. 


Satchel raised an eyebrow expectantly. 


"Yeh, i have." 
Michael stated 
"who?" 


His friend instantly probed 

"It doesn't matter." 

Michael said quietly 

"C'mon dude, just tell me, i wont judge you" 

Satchel hopefully smiled at his friend 

"No, satchel i dont-" 

"please?" 

Satchel interrupted, his voice soft and almost desperate. 


‘please be me! 


Satchel silently begged, as if it would make a difference. 


"well, i, you said you wont judge me, right?" 

Michael's eyes widened at his friend, feeling heat rising in his face. 
"no, i wont judge you, i promise” 

Satchel shuffled closer to the singer 

"Its uh someone.in the band." 


He began 


Satchels heart skipped, Why was he so excited at the thought it would be him? 


Because, he adored michael. He reached for his messy, blond hair and began playing with the loose waves. 


Michael was staring at his hand in his lap, thinking weather to continue as he felt the small tugging of his 
hair. 
He looked at satchel, his dark eyes fixed on the hair which he was now subconsciously twirling around his 


fingers. 


Michael thought carefully, should he just back out, say he was kidding? 
Or maybe just tell him? He could play it off as a joke if satchel didn't feel the same. 


Satchel leaned in towards his friend, resting his head on the blonds shoulder and buried his face in the light 
waves. 


Michaels heart pounded at the gentle affection from the brunette. 


"Michael?" 


Satchel spoke softly into the singers ear. 

Causing Michaels voice to dry in his throat and goose bumps to spread across his arms, he waited for his 
friend to continue 

"Who do you like?" 

The guitarists hand lightly drifting across Michaels lap. 

"Tell me." 

The singers voice ironically still disabled, mind racing, heart thudding. 

Suddenly feeling a sharp pain in his neck. 

Satchel bit the singer 

"tell me, michael." 

The voice softly demanded, gently biting the blonds skin again summoning a small whimper. 

"You" 

Michael hardly whispered 

" | didn't quite hear you, what was that?" 

A smirk played on the guitarists lips as his ego rose 

"michaaeel" 

He persisted in a sing-song voice as he glided his fingers across the singers crotch causing him to inhale 
sharply 

"You, satch-ah" 

Michaels reply being interrupted by his bandmates teeth grazing his suddenly incredibly sensitive skin 

"Say it again" 

Satchel growled 

"Y-You satchel." 

Michael laid back on the bed which the pair were seated on. 

Satchel propped himself up on his forearms above the submissive singer. 

They followed each others eyes for a few moments, Michaels almost innocent brown iris' falling on Satchels 
lips, he pushed himself up to meet them with his own. 

The kiss was a relief for both of them, having wanted to do it for so long but never having the courage nor 
certainty that the other person would reciprocate the feelings. 

Satchel slowly swiped his tongue across Michael's bottom lip, beckoning the singer and deepening the kiss, 
Michael's heart fluttering and eagerness growing, the blond carefully moved his arms to link his hands around 
the back of satchels neck in order to pull the dominating man closer. 

Michael released a soft moan with a satisfied exhale, encouraging his bandmate. 

Michael flipped satchel so he was beneath him and began removing his shirt, flinging it carelessly onto the 
floor. 

Michael eyes locked on his friends face through his long eyelashes as he gently trailed satchels chest with 
kisses with his perfectly shaped lips, then down to his toned stomach. 

Michael teasingly took the lace of satchels spandex pants between his teeth and began tugging, loosening the 
knot that secured the typically glam rock pants on his hips. 

Satchel watched Michael's mouth with his lustful eyes, growing harder with each tug of the black lace. 
Satchel gasped at the feeling of Michael's hot breathing on his dick, the blond replied by grinning at his friends 
state. 

Michael finally pulled the string holding the top of the garments closed, slightly relieving satchels hard on. 


The vocalist slowly licked from the base to the tip of his friends erection and teasingly sucked at the end 
"Fuck. Michael. Suck it. Fuckin’ tease." 

Satchels voice was gruff. 

He grasped the blond hair. 

Michael happily obliged, sinking further down onto his sexually frustrated bandmates manhood as the brunette 
exhaled a string of profanities 

‘fuck michael fuckin slut, feels amazing. shit.’ 

The singer, encouraged by his aroused state, continued to move back and forth on the dick, now adding his 
hand for the added pleasure. 

Satchels regular mind would probably wonder why michael was so good at this, but he really couldn't care less 
at this point if he tried. 

Michaels tongue expertly swirled around satchels tip while his hand continued to pump the rest of the 
member. Satchels hips lifted off of the mattress as he came in Michaels mouth 

"aawhh fuck Michaaell" 

Satchels grip tightened on the fair locks as the waves of euphoria shot through him. 

Michael squeezed the last drops of cum from his friend and swallowed it all smiling at his accomplishment. 
"Thanks, man." 

Satchel abruptly turned over on the bed, Michael's heart and smile dropping. 

"W-what?" 

The blond stuttered 

"Thanks.for the blowjob?" 

The brunette replied as if he was oblivious to the blonds confusion 

“Thats it?" 

Michael agitatedly questioned 

"Well.what did you think would happen?" 

The guitarist raised an eyebrow 

"Well, i thought that." 

Michael hopelessiy began 

"never mind, just piss off, i wanna go to sleep." 

Michaels voice on the verge of breaking, he thanked his lucky stars that it didn't break as he spoke, in fear of 
him sounding like a little bitch. 

"Fine." 

Satchel responded dryly, lifting himself off of the bed. 

The singer rolled over, feeling a shameful tear trailing down his cheek. 

‘what a fucking dick He used me, and | thought he liked me: 

He bit his lip and blinked rapidly to stop himself from making sound or allowing anymore tears to flow. 
‘fucking prick: 

He buried his face in the pillow his head rested on. 


Michael heard a clinking noise behind him and then a small clicking. 


Like metal hitting metal. 


